
A Brilliant Light
THE airman's lighthouse, which it is prop<»^ to1 erect on Mont Afrique, in the center of Ffr*nc«:will possess the most brilliant light on earth, of
1,000,000,000 candle power.

The Bride in India >

WHEN the girl of India becomes a bride, dhe stands
on a large plate filled with rose-colored sweet'

meats, a custom unique among wedding ceremonials
and in keeping with the Eastern love of display.

THE FORTUNE HUNTER - By Ruby M. Ayres
A* Seeker of Thrills Finds Himself

* #

Mistaken for Another and Thereby
Becomes Enmeshed in a Maze'

of Love and Mystery.
(Continued from YmMv.)

Anne was sitting up nlow. her
hand* clasped In her lap.
her face white and (mm.

"You, Mr. Fernle!" she breathed,
and then is he nodded she broke
.ut agitatedly: "But why.why?"

Old Fernle made no answer for a

moment, but he looked swiftly
.cross at the Fortune Hunter, then
¦aid slowly:

"Well, I've my own reasons;
they, don't matter for the moment,
but I'm not auch a poor man aa

everyone In Somerton seems to
auppose, and I can well afford to
repay Mr. Harding. If he will ac¬

cept."
"But.but " Mr. Harding

spluttered, "It's all such an extra¬
ordinary thing! You told me you
hated John.;h;s man! You told
me that you meant to ruin him,
And now.good gracious, man!
What are your reasons? Have
you taken leave of your senses?"
"Never mind my reasons, Mr.

Harding," Ferule answered, and
there was a certain dignity about
the old man as he stood there,
quite unmoved in the midst of all
the excitemont. "There's my of¬
fer. Will you take it or leave It?"
The Fortune Hunter broke In

then. "It's not for Mr. Harding
to choose. It's for me to say it I
will allow you to pay my debts,
and I refuse to allow you to do so.

1 absolutely refuse!"
Hla eyes blazed as they met

Fernie's "I'd rather go to prison.
If that's where you're all so bent
on sending me," he added reck¬
lessly.

Mr. Harding veered round again.
"And doesn't It occur to you that
you owe rny niece some slight Con¬
sideration?" he asked sharply.
"If by accepting this man's offer.
though for the Ufo of me I cannot
understand why he has made It.
you can save her In some slight
measure. Isn't It your duty to ac¬
cept? Haven't you any thought
tnr her at all?"
< WANT HIM TO GO.
The Fortune Hunter's face

Whitened; he looked at Anne. "It's
(or Mis* Harding to decide." he
..id after a moment with an ef¬
fort. "1 willing to do as she
wishes."

"I have no wishes In the mat¬

ter." Anne rose to her feet: her
face was quite colorless, but she
waved Oeoffry Foster swsy when
he would have supported her. "Aa
far as I am concerned, this thing
Is ended and done with," she went
on, and her voice was flat and ex¬
pressionless.

"If.If It is anyone's place to.
to prosecute this.gentleman".
she wavered a little."It Is mine,
and I have no such wish or Inten¬
tion. I only want him to go; and
I hope I shall never see him
again."
There was a moment's profound

silence. Tommy fidgeted from one
foot to the other, and shot the
Fortune Hunter a trlumphsnt
glance, and Geoffry Foster moved
forward with more confidence and
leaned over Anne, taking her hand
In his. as she sank back on to the
couch.
The Fortune Hunter seemed the

most unmoved of them all. He
stood there, his hands In his pock¬
ets. his head thrown back defiant¬
ly, a mocking smile on his lips.
Then suddenly Mr. Harding

¦poke. "She Is right: It shall he
.s she wishes." he said.
He raised his hand and pointed

to the door, his eyes fixed on the
Fortune Hunter's defiant face,
"flo." he said, "before I change
my mind."
The Fortune Hunter laughed

aloud. He turned swiftly on his
heel, and In another moment
would have gone, but that old
Fernle caught him hy the coat.
"You shall not go," he said, and

there wss a ring of command in
his voice that struck strsngely on

the silent room. "You shall not
go until I have had my say."

Tie crushed his old felt hat nerv¬

ously In his hand, hut he was self-
possessed enough aa he looked
ateadlly at Mr. Harding.
"This insn Is my son," he said.
Tommy gave a loud gasp, hut

nobody else moved or spoke. Anne
had hidden her face in her hands
nnd Mr. Harding stood like ¦ msn

turned to stons.
"This m«n Is my son," old

Fernle said sgaln. h!s hand still
Hutching the Fortune Hunter's
rnat "I never knew It till two

daya ago. hut It's true enough
Thia man la my son. snd as his
father I claim the right to make

mywelf responsible for tat* debts
and protect him.
He waited, but nobody spoke,

and he broke out abruptly: "Well,
have none of you got anything to

say?"
The Fortune Hunter shook him-

¦elt free.
"Yea, I have." ha aald, "and It'a

thla: I will accapt no help from you
or anyone elae. I'm not hiding be¬
hind a man who haa done hla beat
to ruin me. I'm done, and I
know it. but I'll pay my own debta
.thank you all th« aame," he
added, mora quietly, an he aaw
how Fernle winced.
"And may I aak how you pro¬

pose to pay them?" Mr. Hardin*
said huakily. Ha had not yet re¬
covered from the ahock; he could
not believe that he had haard
aright, "It aeems to ma," he broke
out furiously, without waiting for
a reply., "that thla la just a game
put up between you all, though
Why " He strode over to Anne
and laid hla hand on her shoulder.
"How long have you known thla?"
he naked her.
"Miss HardinK knows nothing

about it," the Fortune Hunter
answered for her swiftly. "It *

quite true, what Mr. Fernle says.
that I am hla son. but I never knew
It when I came to Somerton; I only
discovered It by accident when I
saw my mother's portrait In hla
cottage."
There was an eloquent silence,

which Anne broke.
"There is nothing to be done."

she said, in a cold little voice:
for the firat time she looked
across at the Fortune Hunter.
"I blame myself as much as I
hl«»me you." she added tremu¬
lously. "I ought to have known
.I ought to ¦" her voire died
away, and Mr. Hardin* moved
over to where she stood and put
his arm round her wsls'.
"You're brave, my dear." he

said gently, "very brave Ev»-y-
thlng shall be as you wish: just
as you wish. I only thank Hod
that all this has come out before
you married the man, hut per¬
haps even he would not hava
been blackguard enough to allow
things to go so far." he added
with unwonted emotion.
Anne looked up into her unrle's

face. "I married John Smith.
ten years ago." she said clearly,
'as if she wanted 1o be sure that
everyone In the room heard. "I
married John Smith before ha.
before he went away!"
There was a profound silence,

then Mr. Harding broke out In a

rage:
"You married that scampi

There seems to me that there Is
nothing to choose between the
dead and the living. You married
John Smith: the man I paid to
go abroad and keep out of the
way when they let him out of
prison. I never meant you to
know; I hoped to heaven he
would never come back: I hoped
you would forget him.
"And all the time you were his

wife, snd the fellow allowed me
to buy him off. Do you hear
that?" fie appealed savagely «o
Geoffry Foster. "The scamp!
The scoundrel! The.the."

"I reckon by the look of It, Mr.
Harding," old Fernle broke In.
with his slow smile, "that by the
look of It John Smith was a worse
lot than my son here" He fook
his hand from the Fortuns Hunt¬
ers coat, but kept carefully be¬
tween him and the door.

"I heard a thing or two from
that Miss Claver we went to eee
at the Savhoy," ha said again,
"and I'm not so aura, after all,
hut that It'a not the best thing
for everyone that the man died
hefora mora harm was done."
"And If It'a all the same to

everyone," old Fernle resumed, "I
should like to have a word or two
alona with my son here."
He seemed to be quite master

of the situation. He stood with
his handa In his breeches pockctS.
calmly waiting for the others to
leave them.
"Coma, dear," Mr. Harding said.

11a put hla arm around his niece
and led her from the room, and
Geoffray Foatar followed with
Tommy: then Fernle shut the
door behind them and stood with
hla back to It. facing the Fortune
Hunter.
AN OlTKIt.
"Now. then, what have you got

to say?" ha aaked quietly. "It
was a genuine offer made to
stand by you and pay your dabta.
I'm not a poor man, though it
aultad ma to pretend to be alooa

I've lived In Homerton. and-.
blood* thicker than wat«r!" ho
added awkwardly.
The Fortune Hunter turned to

tha window and atood looking Into
the garden for a moment with¬
out answering; then he replied
alowly, bh If h« were carefully
choosing hla worda:

"It'a kind of you, and I'm
grateful, but.It won't do. I took
the money, and I itiunt pay It
bark." He laughed mirthlessly
"I tfan work If I like. I've nav-
vied for montha with the rough-
eat of tham."

"There'll be no need for you to
work at all.when I'm gone," the
old man aald. "Come, com*;
you've got all your mother's ob-
stlnary and pride, I can see that,
but It doenn't always pay. Think
It over, for the sake of this girl,
If not for your own. She cares

for you.In apita of them all."
The Fortune Hunter turned

slowly round, hi* eyea incredu¬
lous. "Cares for me!" he laughed.
"She said ahe never wished to

see me again."
"Women never mean what they

say," Fernle inflated. The For¬
tune Hunter shrugged his shoul¬
der*.

"I think Miaa Harding does.
and she's light. I'm not fit for
her or any other woman. I've
nothing to Offer her, not even a

decant past. Ill go bark to the
road; I belong there. I'm *glad
It's all over.this business here.
I couldn't have atood it much
longer anyway."
He turned round and looked old

Fsrnle up an down with a soft¬
ened smile.
"Where do I get my had atrain

from?'' he aaked. halt mirthfully,
half In bitterness. "Not from my
mother. I'll swear."
"No." Kernle agreed: "she was

a good woman. If she hadn't
been she might have found It
easier to live with me. How¬
ever".he cleared his throat
loudly."that'a all done with. I'm
sorry you won't let me help you
out: I should have found it a

pleasure." he spoke awkwardly,
avoiding his son's eyes. "But
you can't prevent me from leav¬
ing you what I've got when 1
go." he added, "and as far as Mr.
Harding and the rest of 'em are

concerned, they won't trouble
you. John. I beg your pardon--
that's not your name, I know."
He rubbed his chin. "l>o you
know that ever since you came
down to my place the other night
I've bo*n trying to remember
what It was. and bless my soul
If 1 can."
"My name Is Robert," the For¬

tune Hunter said. Old Fernle
laughed rather constrainedly.

"Bless me. so it is! We named

CHARACTERS IN THE STORY
THE FORTUNE HUNTER.Youthful tramp,

whc appropriate® the pocketbook and identity of
John Smith whose body he discovers in the woods.
ANNE.Beautiful heiress, who loves The For¬

tune Hunter, believing him to be John Smith, ex-
convict, who wooed and won her ten years before
the opening of the story.
TOMMY.Ward of Mr. Harding, a crippled boy,

whose life The Fortune Hunter saves, thereby
gaining entrance to the Harding household.
DR. HARDING.Uncle of Anne, a shrewd

country gentleman.
FERNIE.A prying trouble maker, friendly to

Tommy. *"

. , . . ,FOSTER.A rival for Anne's favor.

you after the vicar who married
us. I remtmbpr. Your mother
thought the world of him. Dear
me! How It all comes bark."
GOOD-BY.
The clock on the ehelf chimed,

and the Fortune Hunter turned

from his contemplation of the

dark garden; it wm half paat
elfhi!
He rouaed himself with an

effort. "Well, I'll be getting
along," he said.
Fernie paled a little. "Not

tonight. Come home with ma If
you can't stay here."
The Fortune Hunter laughed.

"Here?" lie aaid eloquently.
Tome home with me then." the

old man urged rather pathetically.
"It's n small place, but you're
welcome."

Th<- Fortune Hunter shook h!s
head.

"It * kind of you, but I'll lie

getting along." His eyes turned
wistfully toward the door.
There watt a moment's silence,

then Fertile held out his hand.
"I should like " he began, but
there whs no need for him to
f nish, the Fortune Hunter took
his hand in a warm grip.

"Good-by, and.thank you," lie
said.

''And if there's ever nnything
I can do," the old man said
huskily, "you know where to find
me?"
Their hands fell apart, and the

Fortune Hunter opened the door
and went Into the hall.

If only he could see Anne Just
onee more.Juat for one moment!
But he could not expect It; she
had done with him forever.
By force of habit he took his

coat from the hallstiind.the coat

which was not his.and his hat
and turned blindly to the front
door.

He opened It «nd the rueh of
night air amote hi* far* with a

flood of cold memory.
Never to eee her again. never

to hear her voir*! Hie punlah-
ment wai greater than he could
bear.

''John!" The name «u spoken
in a trembling whisper, and he
wheeled round, blinded with wild
hope and the agony of relief to
find Anne standing there behind
him.
Kor a moment Anne and the

Fortune Hunter looked at one an¬

other without speaking; then, and
denly, liefore the pain and hu¬
miliation of her eye*, he broke
out In passionate Incoherence:
"I'm sorry. Try to forgive me

some day. I've loat everything.
everything."
Her sad eye* wandered over hi*

face and then past him to the
open door and the moonlit world
beyond.
"Wherp are you going?" she

naked faintly.
He tried to entile, hut hi* lip*

twitched badly. "Bark to the
road.where I carue from." And
then, with a desperate elofrt, he
steadied hi* voice sufficiently to
add. "it'* kind of you.to say
trood by" to me. I hadn't dared
hope." lie could not no on; he
half turned away, and with *ud-
den. passionate Impulse ahe

caught hie aim.

CHAPTKR WW.
..Ilon'l <io."

"Iion't (To.oh, don't go!" she

pleaded.
The word* were only a whisper,

but beat against hi* heart as if
they had been loud enough to
fill all the space* of the world,
nnd for a moment he Mood like a

man turned to atone, not daring
to look at her. not daring to be¬
lieve that he had heard straight.

until she said again, her voice all
broken with tears: "Don't go! Oh.
don't go!"
Ha turned alowly round, his

(ace marble white. "You don't
understand what you're saying,"
he broke out hoarsely. "You don't
know what It means. I'm a

waster, a blackguard, everything
Mr. Harding called me, and.and
even If I were not.what have
I to offer you? Nothing! I've
lied to you. I've deceived you!"
"You aald you loved me," she

whispered.
"Love you!" He caught his

breath with a hard sound. Her
hand stole up till It rested on his
shoulder.
"Wasn't It.truer* she aske4

painfully.
Ha dared not trust himself to

answer. He broke out again des¬
perately: "I'm Fernle's son, and
you always hated him!"
There was a long alienee; then

she said, so faintly that he hardly
caught the words: "I don't care

whoae son you are.I love you."
The Fortune Hunter looked

away from her to the open door
and the moonlit road; the Mood
was roaring in his ears: a thou¬
sand voices of temptation whis¬
pered at hla heart.
Why go, when ahe loves you?

Love and life and happiness are

waiting for you here, if you will
but take them.
He laughed aloud, as If the

voices had be«n real. Love! With
out trust, without truth? It
could never be.
He broke out again wlfdiy. "I

can't! I've no right! Let me go!
I'm not fit to touch you. 1."
Her hand fell away from his.

"And you were going.without a

word to me?"
"What else could 1 do? You said
you wished it, and you are right.
I've had my glimpse of Paradise,
more than I deserve. Let me

go."
"And what about me?" she said.

hk she had done once before that
evening He made a gesture of
despair.
"You!" ha echoed brokenly. "My

dear, what can I do for you?"
"You can stay yith me."

HJie spoke bravely enough; then,
quite suddenly, her courage seem¬

ed to fall: she swayed and would
have fkllen but for his arm.

He dropped his coat and half
led. half carried her Into the
library. The fire had burned low
snd the room was empty when
h« put her gently into a chair r.nd
Stood watching her with broken¬
hearted eyes.
For a little while she sat quite

still, her face hidden in her hands;
then ahe rose to her feet suddenly,
catching the Fortune Hunter by
the lapels of hla coat.

THE LAUGHING GIRL WHO FOUND LOVE
By A. M. CRAWFORD. 4

WIEN Nan Eckel enteral the

big studio living room,

where her good friends
were having ten, she seemed to

purify the heated air as If a bit

of fresh wind had blown through.
In her black crepe dress and little

feathery hat drawn down over her

blond curia, with only a atrlng of

pearls to relieve the sombreneas
of her very best go to Sunday-
meeting costume, ahe mad* a pic¬
ture that instantly charmed the
artistic eye of Clarence Martin.
"Hold that pone, please!" he

(-rl*d, springing up as he fumbled
for hie ever-ready notebook and
pencil. "I want jou Just like that
for the cover of a January maga¬
zine."
Nan laughed as she passed hint

and took a place on the big courh
before the blatlnft hickory logs.
"No, no, my dear successful
friend! I'm no model, and l won't
l>e flattered Into seeing my tip-
tllted noee ornamenting any news

stand."
"You're much prettier than any

model he has. and you know It,"
declared lUchel Oalnea. passing a

cup of t«a to Nan. "And if any¬
body could get your spirit of per¬
fect happiness, gympathy and tol¬
erance In any publication.well,
the subscription would have to be
limited. A billion a month would
be too few to satiety the demand."
"By George, you've said It!"

agreed a young musician, running
a caressing hand over the Ivory
keyboard of the piano. "I'm try
Ing desperately to compose some

thing that will be symbolic of you.
Nan. When 1 do.well, I'll never
have to patronise hot dog stands
again."
Nan flushed with a grateful look.

"Nice speech, that! Pay for that
little supper I rooked for you last
nluht.."

It was a recoffnited fart among
the group of aitistic folk there
that all the men were In love with

y Nan. Some <>f them had really
"arrived" In their respective fields
of endeavor.
Nan herself made a fairly com¬

fortable livelihood by making place
card* and favors, but she wan so

charitable that she gave away to

the less fortunate almost all that

she earned. She was the very
spirit of generosity. and in Riving
cf her substance and herself she
seemed to have found true happi
t ess. Whenever Nan was pres¬
ent. everybody was sure to have a

good time. Whenever one of her
frlonds had a bit of bad luck or

misfortune. It was always Nan who
comforted or straightened the tan-
Sled threads of destiny. Rich peo¬
ple envied her constant happiness.
Radio Nan, they called her lov-
Jngly.
"Are you ever sad. Nan? Don't

things ever go wrong for you?"
queried Knte Winters presently,
turning to her.
WHAT'S THE ISP,?
For Just the fraction of a second

there appeared to be n little wist¬
ful look in Nan's face, Peter lie-
Karland.f who did not belong in
that crowd, was sitting on the
couch beside Nan and he looked at
her Intently when the question
was put to her.
"What's tho use?" she asked,

parrying the question.
The more Peter thought of that

evasive reply, th.s more he real¬
ised that he wanted to know the
answer. Peter was a very rich
young man about town, who had
been bored to extinction by the
girls and men in his own set and
who, in drifting around had struck
up a gay cameraderle with Nan's
little group of talented folk.
P*ter really had a great gift for

writing fiction. He had not real-
lied it until Nan quite seriously
pointed it out to him. In a sud¬
den burst of ardor, he had dashed
off a few sotrles which had b^en
Immediately accepted, "because
editors know that I own controll¬
ing Interest In two newspapers and

1
, one writer chap likes to do a good «

turn for a buddy," he modestly de¬
clared. But his little splash into
creative work had moat ccrtalnly
spoiled him for the old life.

His knowing frlenda patiently
announced that Peter was off on

a fad.meaning hla evident en¬

joyment of Nan's croup.and
that he would noon he fed up
on literature and near literature
and return to the fold of hla
fathers. But Peter showed no

signs of fulfilling their sar¬
castic prophecy.
To hla surprise that afternoon.

Nan accepted hla invitation to
drive her homa. More times
than he cared to remeiftber, Nan
had smilingly declined, walking
away with some other chap be-
cauae ahe did not want to aoous
torn herself to lugurlea. for lux-
urlea had a way of fast becorn
Ing necesaltitea, ahe aald. and
the appearance of a Rolla Royce
In their aat was an event that
would not soon be repeated.
Peter felt the usual flutter In

the region of hla heart aa he
settled himself healde her and
took the wheel. "Mind if I tapln
up the Drive before we turn in?
It's the witching hour, you
know, and although I've always
been temperamental enough to
like It. I'm willing to admit It's
quite got me since I've known
.you."
Nan didn't laugh at that. She

ulwava laughed when ha tried to
say sweet nothings to her. He
rrached across her to tuck the
warm robe around her. Qlanc-
ing up. he saw something glim¬
mering on Nan's cheek. A tear?
"Kale Winters asked you a

question this afternoon and you
didn't answer her? Sha asked
If you were ever sad, If any¬
thing ever went wrong with
yotf? Mind to.tell me.the
truth?"
a Lrrrijc MR.
There was a little sob in Nan's

v«lv«ty vole*, "l'vo been silly

enough to.to fall in love with
a man who doesn't love me."

"I didn't know there was such
a man," relumed Peter glibly, al¬

most too glibly. "Tell me about

this inhuman monster!" This
bravely firm, suffering Peter.
Nan had apparently recovered

herself. "There's nothing to tell
except that I.I've fought against
It and fought and because I've
always laughed and been silly, my
friends expect it.and.and thev
cal! me radio Nun and it will shock
tham to If I send out any.an)
wavea of sadness.and I'm.I'm
wanting Just now to Indulge my¬
self a little.and cry a little.or a

lot "

That.from Nan. It was alaioat
more than Peter could bear. And
the idiotic chap didn't love her!
Peter swerved his car Into Impoa-
lug (rounds, slid under a porte
cochere. A flash of light as doors
miraculously opened, and almost
before she knew It Nan waa

whisked into Petcr'a big house. He
led her Into a cosy little room
where a flickering fire sent a rosy
glow over the face ofi Peter's
mother, sitting there quietly in the
candlelight. "Mother, here's Nun!
She wants to have a good cry, and
I knew that this w;ui a very good
place for her to have It. Here with
you." Then Peter closed the door
and left them there.
Tears. Low, whispering voices.

Soft laughter. Then Nan began
opening the closed door. "I.I
won't know whnt to say to him.
when I see him," she was saying,
the old happiness thrilling In her
voice.

Peter. Just outside the door, was

waiting for her. "Who la the Im¬
becile you love. Nan?" he de¬
manded.

"I won't answer when you call
him names like that." said radiant
Nan. Then, "Oh, Peter, darling"
(Did Peter's ears deceive hlniTl
"Petar.your novel.about me.ac.
cepted.I'm bursting with pride."
And aoon from radio Nan there

went out wavea of sweetest music
.lha silvery p«*i MMa(MA

rie Story of an Adventurer, Who.
Finding a Body in the Woods, Had
the Identity of the Dead Man

"Wished Upon" Him.
"I suppose I haven't any pride,"

.he Mid wildly. "I suppose I
ought to be willing to die rather
than way what I must nay. but I
can't help It. I love you. I
thought when I knew.that It had
all gone.forever; that you had
khled everything I ever felt for
you; but It's not true; I love

you; I'll give up everything for
you if you won't leave me. I
don't care what you've don»*: I
don't care what anyone nays; I.
She swayed weakly against him.
"Oh, John, have a little pity; have
a little pity:" '

The Fortune Hunter stood with
his arms stiffly at his sides, and
when at last he answered his

eyes looked over her bowed head

Into the silent room.

JI MT A VAGABOND.
"You don't know what it means

if I take you. I've no money, not

a shilling, and I've stolen two

thousand pounds from Mr. Hard¬
ing. It's got to be repaid if It
takes me to the end of my life."
His voice broke, but he struggled
on again; "My dear, you don't
know *rhat It means, I'm no¬

body, a wanderer, a vagabond.
It's sweet of you.-wonderful.
and I adore you for it, but.I'm
not worth It. And besides, you'd
never forget.all that's past.
"Whatever I told you, you'd

be thinking that I've lied to*you
.munv times before. It would-
always be there.between us.the
past! Cod knows I'd give my
right hand to wipe it out, but I
can't. You know' that.we both
know It."
She drew back a step from him

"If you loved me all this would
not matter," she said.

"It's because I love you I know
it can never l>e," he answered.

"If I am willing to take the
risk " she faltered.'
He shook his head; his Hps were

trembling too much to speak.
She wrung her hands "If It's

only the money. John, don't let
it stand lietween us. I have my
own, and It's yours.oh, so glad-
lyl"
"Anne, for Ood's sake "

"If It's only that you are

afraid for my sake what people
will say, I tell you I don't care!
They say bitter things.cruel
things.yea"rs ago when you."
She broke off. the tragedy of it
all striking home to her afresh,
and for a moment neither of them
spoke. Then tlie Fortune Hun¬
ter said hoarsely.
"Which of ua do you love,

Anne? Is it me? Was It ever

me? I've longed so many times
to ask you. If I knew, somehow
things.wouldn't be so hard I.
oh, I know I've no right to ask
you:"
She drew a long breath and the

faintest smile trembled on her
lips.

"If you could both be here now

.you and.and he." she said slow-
ly, "and I had tq choose. It would
be you.you always. Even.even

" and hec eyes fell as the color
rose slowly to her white cheeks.
"even though I.married him."
The Fortune Hunter'a arms went

out to her. but fell sgaln hopeless¬
ly. What was the good? They
had got to part. Every nerve In
his body told him that this thing
could never be. Why prolong It?
Why not cut Out his aching heart
once and for all? He turned blind¬
ly to the door. "I must go.
I "

"John:" TheVe was such a world
of passionate reproach In her vo!ce
that he stopped with a(stlffled
groan, and she went on, sobbing
now. as If her heart whs broken;
"And I count nothing, nothing,

1 suppose! Jt doesn't matter tha.t
I've offered myself to you. that I
let my pride go: Oh, If you ever

cared for me at all, you can't be
so cruel. Life's so short a few
years, and It won't matter to any¬
one who vott were, or If we loved
each other: but, now.oh. haven't
I borne enough?"
The Fortune Hunter turned m1<>w-

ly and looked at her; then he came

hack to where she stood and put
his arms round her, preslng her
head to his breast

"Don't, don'J! It breaks my
heart: I'm not worth a tear, not

worth a tHought. Oh, my
dear "

Rhe lifted her arms snd clashed
them round his neck.
"Promise me you w*m't go-

promise me: Promise me! Stay
Just for tonight. Just till the morn-

Ing. Oh. 1 shsll die If you leave
me Itfce this "

For a moment he made no an

.war, his agaa war* 4mtk with pain

. and his heart torn with misery.
Then he raised her head and. hoM-
In* her fare between hia hand*
stooped and kissed her Up*.a long
kiss of farewell. If only she had
known It. of passionate despair
and undying love.

"I love you.I love you," he aald.
Her arms clung about him, her wet

cheek was pressed to hla.
"And you won't go.you won't

leave me "

"Anne. oh. my dear, how can I
answer you? How can I stay?
I've been ordered to go.and
rightly. I must leave this house
tonight.you know that. I shall
love you all my llfe> there's never

been another woman In the world for
me. There'll never be a moment
when I am not thinking of you.
wanting you. But I can't stay;
you know that. I " *

"Will you stay If I ask you to?"
said a voice behind him, and the
Fortune Hunter turned, with
Anne's arms still about him, and
looked into Mr. Harding's perturb¬
ed face.
, There was a tragic silence.
"Will you stay If I ask you to?"

Mr. Harding said again. "Oh, It's
not that I've changed my miad
about you," he broke out, with
great bitterness, "but I love my
niece; I'd give everything I own

to see her happy, and I know now

that she'll break her heart If you
go."
He came forward a step Into the

room. "Stay, Just for tonight."
he added slowly. "Tomorrow.
perhaps things will seem more pos¬
sible tomorrow."
The two men eyed one another

steadily for a long moment; then
the Fortune Hunter flung up his
head. "Very well.If you wish It."

It was a way out for the mo¬

ment, and he felt that he could
bear no more. Tomorrow? Mr.
Harding had said that tomorrow
things might seem more poaalble;
but the Fortune Hunter knew well
enough that before tomorrow eame
he would be out on the road, with
all this part of his life left behind
%him forever

Supper was brought In place of
the long delaved dlaaer. aatf * poor
pretense of eating was mad*, but
it was a relief to everyone when It
was over. »

It was ngon.v to the Fortune
Hunter to see the tragedy of
Anne s face; a hundred times he
wished that after all he had gone
away withov seeing her: he was
unutterably glad when «he rose
to su.v good-night. It was only ten
o'clock then, but the evening had
seemed an eternity.
GOODNIGHT.
He followed her from the roofti

and said good night to her at th*
foot of the stairs. Ho dared not
offer to kiss her, and she did not
seem to wish or expect It. H*
stood and watched her go up the
staircase, but when she reached
the bend, and In another second
would have been hidden from him.
something seemed to snap In hi*
henrt. He went up the stairs two
at n time nnd n ertook her on the
iHndlng
"Anne:1 She half turned, the

tears running down her face, and
he caught her to his heart.
"My dear.my dear.my dearl''

She clung to him desperately, and
they kissed ah only lovers kiss for
whom the moment of eternal fare¬
well has come.

They hardly spoke, save In
broken words of endearment, until
Anne said, with the quietness of
despair:

"If you had left me. I would
have followed you to the end* of
the world." And then, as he made
no answer, she broke out passion¬
ately: "Promise me that you will
stay.promise mo."'

But he only answered her with
broken words and caresses, and at
last, thinking she was soothed
and comforted, he klsned her once
and left her.
He went straight to hie own

room ano shut and locked thf
door, then he sat down In the
darkness, his face hidden In his
hands, and cried like a child fer
the hapless ruin he had made Of
his life.

CHAPTKlfxxxvi.-
night.

For hours the Fortune Hunter
sat In the darknexs of his roam,
looking hopelessly into a past end
Into a future of which he knew
there could be hut one solution
He must go. he must make th*
only possible rrpnrntlon thai still
lay In his imwer. by walkinx out
of Anne Harding's life forever.

tfe It* Cuuliuued Tomorrow.)


